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the same school. We sat, closely supervised, whilst steam rose
in cloifds from the tarred playground on a very hot summer
afterncym, answering the entrance examination papers, and duly
qualified for admission to the college.

During this final year, the school sports were held on the
famous L.A.G. track at Stamford Bridge, with Mr. Montague
Sherman, the famous member of the Bar and Bench, and equally
famous athlete, as judge. I established a still unbroken record
for the school at the age of fourteen and three months, completing
the quarter-mile in fifty-nine and one-fifth seconds.

I easily won the 600 yards handicap race from scratch, the
250 yards handicap race also from scratch, and the long jump.
In the high jump, which by my previous performances I could
quite easily also have won, I deliberately failed, in order that
the prize could be won by that friend with whom I co-operated
in everything. The head master detected the deliberation of
my failure, and I think this was one of the rare occasions upon
which I had received words of approbation for an act of
self-sacrifice.

In the same year I won the challenge cup for the best athlete
of the year. Again, I think it not ungenerous to record that my
success was in large measure due to the encouragement of the
Sergeant of Marines and the ex-Sergeant-Major of cavalry.

Bradfield College was at that time under the joint Head-
mastership and Wardenship of the Rev. Herbert Branston Gray,
without doubt one of the first authorities in the Empire on educa-
tion, and one of the most famous head masters of his age.

With my twin brother, I spent the first term in the School
House, a period of education during which I learned Gray's
Elegy from a master who loved to intone its sentiment from the
dais of Big School; but I signally failed to establish any interest
in Greek. The fact that one of the houses at Bradfield was named
Army House, that its members were all destined for the military
colleges and were also the chief objects of wonder and admiration
in the playing fields, apart from any other influences, determined
me upon a military career ; and the next term I joined the Army
House, and was under the supervision of a man almost as famous
as Gray himself, one Andrew Low, a dour and eccentric Scot.

The transference had the advantage, also, of removing me
during most impressionable and critical years from too close
proximity to my twin brother whose attitude to life, and interests,
ran in completely divergent directions from my owa, I am